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CHAPTER IX.

THOUGH by no means superstitions, there was
one circumstance, and only one, with regard
to which I sometimes doubted whether it was
not influenced by some fatality, and the present
case was connected with it
With another boy, I was passing out of the
archway leading upon Windsor Terrace, in
order to hear the Life Guards' band, which
here played every Sunday evening, when once
more I met with Miss Curzon. She was coming
away, and at that instant was walking between
two other ladies. This time, -then, there was
no doubt: as I passed, she made a very slight,
but slow bend of her neck; at the same time
there was in her face a fixed and serious ex-
pression. Slight as was the recognition, it was
undoubted.
"Why, Graham," presently exclaimed the
friend I was walking with, " that lady bowed to
you!"
" And why should she not ?"
" And why should you blush about it so ?"